DARK RAPTURE

Calls to a forlorn hope,
Gives work and not rewards.

Oh keep the sickle sharp
And follow still the plough :
Others may reap, though some
See not the winter through.

Father, who endest all,

Pity our broken sleep ;

For we lie down with tears

And waken but to weep.                    10

And if our blood alone
Will melt this iron earth,
Take it.   It is well spent
Easing a saviour's birth
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AH, did he climb, that man, nigher to heaven than I,

Babbling inarticulately along the road

His drunken chaotic rapture, lifting to the sky,

His wild darkness, his hands, his voice, his heart that

glowed;

Gazing with intoxicated imagination on
The dance the tireless fiery-footed watchers make 20
Through unending ages on the blue, luminous lawn ?
Ah, could that maddened will, those riotous senses

break

Into the astral ecstasy, for a moment feel
The profundities ?   Did he offer his sin to the Most

High?
Or was he li&e those spoilers who break through and

steal,
Not by the strait gate, into the city of the sky ?
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